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IOME Wilkes, thou Maſter of my Verſe and 
Heart, 


Tb, Dm art; | 
? Come, and with all the beauty minds c can know, 
Make my free Verſe as beautifully flow; 


If, for the fair, you quit the witty God, 4 6X 44 28 


For Churchill call ; like Wit, he waits thy nod ; 


B If 
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If Genius is from Heavn, from Heav 'n thou 
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If neither deign my fainting Muſe t enliven, 


Erom Dyer s brighteyes, Til Toatch The- REH Heaven” 
But all are abſent, Wit and Beauty too, 

Muſe, then, my theme in Elegy purſue. LO: 
Come Elegy, in all thy mourning dreſt, 

By monPing Hogartlys ſoul is leſt expreſt 374 10 


In charcoal Angelo our Saviour drew, 


Liberty's Saviour ſo did Hogarth xoo ; 


Black paints the painter to the life, tho' dead, 15 
Mourn hcav'yly genius, Churchillſhang thy! head : 
Wert thou indeed thy penſive head to hang, 

Een Hogarth's ſhade would praiſe thy laſt Darangue, 
He'd'grin thy -praife; "make vocal the mute grave, 
And give that dead, which Living he ne er gave. 

He riſes Herciiles, his club, his head, o 8 
Striking, at once, all under ſtanding dead, | | | 
Like his ftrong barb'rons tints which murder High and ſhade. * 
But hark! the diſmal bell tolls out for death, 


Mtiſe, figh thy dying, never-dying breath, 25 


20 
N 


Pour all thy ſoul of ſorrow, all thy tears, | 
Loft is the firſt of n not ſt of | peers; OE 
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L + 1 
When Zephyr ſcarce durſt azure Thetis curl, dia 28 
Then Venus floated on a ſhell of pearf, 1 eo Minnie bro 


An oyſter- hell had held the genius of this carl. | 
Muſe, on his marble heart; to Virtue hard. 
Engrave white truth, truth there, till now, mnt. 3 


On his black heart, or on his whiter hearſ ce 
Io memꝭ ry ſacred, live Truth's ſacred verſe. 
Weak with full power, without the pow'r to charm, 35 


But only to do Wilkes and Virtue harm; 

Worthleſs with wealth, beneath the beggar's ſcorn, 
With greatneſs little, and with birth lou- born; 
Sublimely baſe, low in ſublimeſt pow-] r, 


And, to crown all, ſent Freedom to the Tower:. 40 
Now mark th inſcription on white: Vartue's ſtone, 1% 1d 
Engrav'd on all the hearts that Virtue ẽ Ww, wo 


Whole death, tho feign'd; made all true Britons bleed, 
Whoſe death, ſuppos'd, to us was death indeed; 


Not hears d with kings, where he diſdains to reſ, 45 
But lodg'd for ever in his country's breaſt ; | 7 99114 9 T 
On that white marble read his ſpotleſs nam 
Engrav'd by Love, his country's love, his fame. | 
Stron 
| 51 240225 + 8 
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Strong without pow r, with er ry = to charm, 
And miniſterial villains to diſarm; 10 K 360 
Rich without wealth, his only treaſure worth, F 
Great beyond title, noble beyond birth; 

Honour ſublime, too lofty for the Tower, 

Where Freedom's ſelf was born in whiteſt hour; | 
Patriots admire themſelves in his deſert, 55 
And view their beauty imag d in his heart; ** 
The beauty of the ſoul, like Beauty there, 

Beholds reflected all that's heav'nly. fair; 

Ye Honourable Scoundrels learn from hence, 

How great is honour, and how great is ſenſe. 60 
From chains of darkneſs Hrae'n fet nature free, 

But Wilkes from real chains freed Liberty; 

Heav'n gave us Liberty, but Wilkes ſupports 
That tender ſuitt in. ſpiee of hell or courts. 

Muſe, drop thy heav ny pem which fell from heav'n, 65 | 
Give it to curled! law, by which hell's giv'n, 

To write, what ne'er was wrote, awhoneft will, 

His, who all Scotland would, bur dare not, kill; 

Twice ſtarv'd, froze rebels burnt his effigy, 6 | 
To warm themſelves by flames of Liberty; 

That beauteous ſacred flame which, like him, {hall not die. 
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To England Wilkes reſigns his free · born ſpirit, 
Which he hopes England ever will inherit; 
His papers leaves 1 him who ſtole them once, 
That they to genius may transform a dunce; 
He leaves his wit to B *, and his heart 
To T * *, both the brave and gen'rous part; 
Heroic T* , valiant as his horſe, 
Which B * chang d to when whipt ofer the courſe; 
For Wilkes's gen'rous heart both ſhould caſt lot, 
That noble heart without one courtly ſpot; 
To the fled Agent, with a title daub d, 
As agents honeſt who a nation robb'd, 
Wilkes leaves his honeſty, a vain relief, 
Alone a Saviour can convert a thief ; / 
To miſers tis bequeathing treaſur d ſtore 
They dare not uſe; or virtue to a whore. 
Wilkes leaves his honour to the Thane alone, 
For a ſtrong reaſon, cauſe the Thane has none; 
For the ſame reaſon Wilkes, for legacy, 
Bequeaths the Thane his love and loyalty, 
All his ſincerity and ſpotleſs truth, - 
Thro' ſacred love of England's ſacred youth; 


34 


2 2s OR Ts s 6 1 
og — . 


L 16 ] 
For fear he ſhould be poiſon'd in his ear, 
Sleeping, in flatt'ry's garden, by a peer, 
The murd'rer of a family's vaſt wealth, 


And, after ſtealing all he can from both, 

He wants to ſteal away himſelf forſooth. 

But to our Hogarth, thus forgot a while, 
Deceas'd in fame, tho' fam d for all that's vile. 
Mourn B *, in all the darkneſs of thy ſoul, 
In Scotland - hell - to whereſoe er thou'lt ſtole; 
For thou haſt loſt the vaſſal of thy nod, 
Who, itching for a Scot, forſook his God; 

His God ! the mule miſtook, his God is gold, 
For that his Saviour more than once was ſold - 
Honour's our heav'nly Saviour, and when loſt, 


No more a Saviour we in heav'n can boaſt, 


pry Mis'ry's comforter, and dove-like Holy Ghoſt. 


Hogarth fold Pitt for a poor hundred pound, 
Moſt infamouſiy famous for that wound; 
Thus Dian's temple, (emblem of Pitt's breaſt 
Of all that's ſacred, all that's good, poſleſt 


95 


Great England's too; both ſtole by meaneſt ſtealth: 


100 


105 


That 


3d Be 
That beauteous temple then, as other now, „ 
The temple of chaſt virtue and each vow, y 


Both wonders of the world) a wretch one fir'd, 


Who to immortal infamy aſpir'd. S Aba Tron offs 
Hogarth ador'd thee B *, was all that's civil, 
Becauſe in pow'r, ſo Blacks adore the Devil; 120 


The Devil himſelf turn d pale, and look d aghaft,” © 

To find his darkneſs by Bs ſoul ſurpaſt I. duo eid 

Then bluſh'd, like lighted charcoal, to behold 

The ſon more falſhood than the ſire unfbldeſ 

B * itchd for Hogarth, Hogarth itch for him; 125 . 
Thus two Scots ſcratch each other's lep'rous limb : 1 
The itch of friendſhip, where Scotch friendſhip's ſeen, 
Which, to relieve you, ſtrips you of your: goat 00016 

The Devil once izch/'d for heav'n, with heav'n bewitch'd ;} * 


But none but Hogarth for the Devil eer'#ch'd. *- 130 5 h 
Where art thou fled? thou wond'rous Scot; ſay where ; til i 
If to hell's ſhades, thy Hogarth waits thee there; vol. 
e there no more his ſpaniel tricks will ſhew, , | 
nd lick, with flatt'ry's ſpittle; ſobt to ſnow 3) 
In hell reſpect reigns not, or mongſt the damm d, | 135 
fo flatt'rers there, although with Courtiers crammd ; 
No 


11 
No luere to allure; een Hogarth there 
Is but the Painter of his own deſpair: 
But to his friend, his more than regal Scot, 
The more indeed, the more ſevere our lot; 
Forgot in ſolitude, but not by me forgot: 
When I forget him, . then forget me heaven, 
Or Wilkes by whom to ſneaking ſhades he's driven > 
Fled to his ſoul's dark ſhade, where not one ſpark. 
Of virtue glimmers through the mighty dar!. 
Like H * * * 8's head, that mighty void, 
Not by one atom of à thought deſtroy d. 
Vain dreams of ' pow r, like air, fill up his ſkull, 
For ever empty, and for ever full ; ; | 
There Ignorance in darkneſs makes her tour, 
And, blundering, travels through the vaſt obſcure, 
As noble blockheads journey. into France, 
And, as they go, in ignorance: advance; 
Advance in evry folly's ev'ry drels, 
Then home return in their full emptineſs ; 


Thus B * m poſts through his barren brain, 


Hunting for thought, but hunts alas in vain; : 
And, without finding thought, finds all its penſive pain ; 
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To 


: L 23 
; To genius tis à pleaſute, by heaven given 


To fools, the greateſt pain that's undet heaven 


No more in couples H can hunt, 

Dead is his ſtate twin - puppy, E ; 

Now ſolitary as a deſart ww. 
Or a lone judge, Minerva's other ſowl 


Like Orpheus, when Euridice was loſt, 
He mourns, but can't from hell recall a ghoſt; | + 
Twou d ſtrike his very ſoul, if he had one, 
But courtiers, like the Turkiſh fair, have none; 
Yet he and T * * both have ſouls, though coarſe, 
One tis his whore, and t'other tis his horſe : 
He's melancholy as a lover's lute, 
1 For the departure of lov'd gen rous B *, 
Who plays upon the heart-ftrings of the —, 
There heav'n alone ſhould ſtrike the ſacred ſtring, 
And wide diffuſe the harmony around, 
Love without end, and rapture without bound ; 
Not his own Queen ſhould touch his breaſt more near, 
Than his dear people, who are all that's dear. 
B * ſoon intends to ſhape all Europe round, 
In all that ſpace his likeneſs can't be found; 
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170 


175 


180 


Like 
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Like the blue plague, he means to ſpread abroad, 


And mark with ruin all his fatal roadg 
He ſeems to have young Ammon's fame in view, 


One wiſh'd more worlds to conquer, this F undo- 


He, in his fligft, ſhould ſtop to viſit Bruhl, 
Who makes, of what heav'n made à king, a fool; 
Nature ſhould ſhut him frora ſociety, 


As peſtilential ſhips are driten to ſea ; 


Where e'er he goes, no deſart is too drear, 
Tho dark with him, guilt peoples it with fear. 
To hide him from himſelf, not dark enough 
Is any deſart, he is deſart proof 31. 

This wooden idol hid himſelf in wood, 


And to a den of thieves turn'd ſolitude; 


Howling he fled, ſtruck through with ſatire's dart, 


Growling he kennels in his filthier heart; 

That kennel where a king, in friendſhip's chace 
Shelter d in haſte, and ſanctify d the place; 
One ſtain pollutes him, 'tis ſuch company 

As nothing but his own can ſanctify. 

No Stuart ſhould uſurp the royal ear, 


And whiſper what a nation may not hear; 
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„„ 
B * ſhould accompany his nameſake Fohy, ''| m 
And only him when executions done 
His houſe's vaſt foundation is eras d. 
Ohl were his own' ſo too, from earth'effac'd!0-11 ito 
Both roſe from rubbiſh, ſo may both too end. 20 
One built on ruim; Wortley heavn defend! i 
Mountague this dark. verſe can beſt explain, 2218 * womb n' 
Whoſe injur'd worth ſhall conſeerate the Grain £1071 lot any 
But to the wretch, when hid in facrediſhade,: 0 1 
Once ſacred, ſince infernal by him mad 2210 
So Satan once curs d Eden in its birt nin 
And chang d een Paradiſe to hell on eart n 
O ſacred ſolitude how thou'rt propha dd. 
Once grac'd with poets, now with rapine ſlaintdy £1 : % 
They only raviſhd beauteous thoughts from heaven, 215 
Whilſt B * has raviſbd all that heavn has given 
In {olitude's dark ſhade he ſneaks and fxulks, Iatatnorn HT 
Thus thieves by night conceal themſelves on bulkbʒ 
Thus murder ſhelters in St. Peters dom 3 1085 { YO t ẽ a! 
At once the glory and the ſſiame of Rome. ig OI 228 
Satan, though in the globtm of Hell, is f h i 
In all that's bad; ſo B 'no'ſhade can skreen;” 
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Ye groves, your lillies ought to roſes tun 


And with a beauteous indignation burn: 
Your roſes ought to turn as lillies pale 

With horror, ſince à villain treads your vale: 

Or ought to, more than nature makes you, bluſh, | 
To find ſuch ſteps your mod vg 5 

The flow'ry vales of heav'n o Satan trod, 

The Devil himſelf walk d on the flow Is of ds 7 
Spare the {ame ſimile, ſo oft, uncivil, 

Since nothing elſe can match him but the Devil: 
Now Virgil's myrtle ought indeed to bleed, 


Once thought unnat'ral, now a nat'ral deed; | 


Each grove ſhould bleed when e er the wretch 1 


Who it's dear country ſtabs and bathes in tears; 
Each trembling grove ſtarts from its ftedfaſt root, 
To ſee it's Eden blafted by curſt B“: 

The mournful echo echoes England's wrongs, . 
And ſends to heav n her voice, in various torigues. 
The murm ring ſtreams, as murm ring at their fate, 
Ruſh into rapid torrents to retreat; 

Each hides its head within its ſilver urn, 

Leſt B * een water to bell-fire ſhould turn. 
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War, 
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War, horrid war, great Virgil's ſtrains declare; 245 
He prophecy, for B“ is nature's war, 
Juſt is the nightingale's lamenting ſtrain, 
'Tis B *, not Tyreus, makes her now complain; 
That ſylvan charmer thus exclaims,---- Sweet, ſweet, 
Juſt Judge of heav'n, ſend B“ from our retreat; 250 
The cooing doves reply O Heavn do, do, 
He's neither worthy of our groyes or von a: 
Our ſacred groves, where Genius walk d to heaven, 
And found it, in bright inſpiration given; 3386 1-30 
Where Genius wander d, frightful Horror ſtalks 223837 
And turn's to hell's dark thade heaven's _ walks: 
Horror I call him, ſince by all abhor'd, 55 8 
As much as God is by all earth ador'd, 
Hell has it's miracles ; the violet, . | 
From heavenly azure, darkens to hells jet 260 
At ſight of B, as if the very Devil | 
Had conquer'd heay' Dy and turn d all A to 5 
Shock d, Nature ſtarts, and flies up te her God, 
When by a wretch her ſacrgd groves ate trod. 
But to our Theme, groves hang your wooden head, 
The ſign- poſt Painter ef the King is dead; 1 

E Mourn 
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Mourn all ye groves, of courtiers or of wood, - 


Ye bowing groves, in ſenſe all ſolitude, 
Full of lone emptineſs, which, never yet, 
Was interrupted with the voice of wit; 47 
if ; Where honour never walks, or rather ſtrays, | 
F But dwells with Wilkes, where ſhe delighted ſtays; 
5 Leaning her head upon his honeſt breaſt, 

| As if ſhe there alone found heav'nly reſt. 

Ye wooden heads on high, ye figns at court. (275 
Of flatter'd flatt'ry's breath the fools and ſport, 4 
Who wave with evry wind that int'reſt breathes, 
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As wave the gibbetted upon our heaths : 

Had Hogarth liv'd, you too had liv'd in paint; 

In painted wood, like ſome dull popiſh ſaint. 

Ideots and poets ſtrive alike for fame, 

Immortal both, the diff'rence is the name * 

| B' will be immortal as a Pope, 

1 Ribbons make famous ſome, and ſome a rope; 
"Tis all the ſame, a ribbon or a cord, 

\s A ribbon's the ſilk halter of a Lord. 

When noble garters the ignoble deck, 

They ſhould not, then, adorn the knee, but neck. 


| 
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F 
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In French, blue ribbons are called cordon bleu, | 

That is, blue ſtring, when worn by knaves tis true, | 
| And that alas, heavn knows; we but too often view. | 
| But to our Sign-poſt Raphael, had he liv'd, 2090 

In pannels then court fools had death ſurviv'd; 

In paint then {till had breath'd an E. *, 

And ſhewn, in ſolid wood, his ſolid front; 

Though fame reports it was not piſtol-proof, 
| The thickeſt courtier cannot boaſt that roof; 295 


At firſt, or laſt, tis certain his was crack'd, 


No matter which, one of the two is fact. 


As Indians prove their warriors, ſo 'twere good 
To prove Court Indians, which has thickeſt wood 
Thoſe matchleſs blockheads are in Hogarth loft, 300 
Hampton-Court beauties, blockheads, ours can boaſt: 

Wood nat rally had ſhewn each natural, 

Dull dogs of Dukes, Earls, Lords, the Devil and all, 

Such as two $8 * * * * one fad tool 


Is loſt, while t other mourns his fellow fool: 


Thus when one als leaves tother on the way, 


Th' abandon d aſs will for his brother bray : 


—— 
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Theſe ſenatorial geeſe, the ſame in feather, 
They ſhould have died, and not have din'd together ; 
"Tis {aid one died (that action all extol) 
Becauſe he had betray'd the capitol; 
He ſtole away to death, of Wilkes afraid ; 


Thus heav'nly brightneſs drives away night's ſhade; 
*Twas Wilkes, or guilt, (tis ſtrange ſuch contraſts have 


The ſame effect) which drove him to the grave: 

He drove Wilkes to the Tow'r, by Wilkes he's driven 
To death's dark tower, the grave now both are even. 
When he did Wilkes the- honour of the tower, 
(Seiz d by the ruffian hand of lawleſs power) 

Then Wilkes the Tow'r too honour'd in his turn, 
Then patriot flames burn'd in Rebellion s urn; J 
That ſacred fire, een for the 'Tow'r too ſtrong, 
Which burns for all, and ſœeeps all earth along. 
Oh heaven- born Liberty! at thy bleſt name, 

The Mule takes fire, and ſoars to heav'n in flamez 
There, where you: ever reign, the region views, 
Sacred to heroes, ſages, and the Mule : 

When God gave genius, God gave freedom's pow'r, 


Clip but their wings, no more the mules ſoar : 
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What's 
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What's heav'n-born thought but liberty to think ? 
Thence flows the fountain of the poet's ink; 
Thence flows a Cato's blood, or Wilkes's ſoul, 
For all, for ever, flowing, ever full; | 
Thence flows the beauty of a Churchill 8 mind; 
As heaven's own beauty, free, and unconfin d, 
To cruſh th' exalted baſe, the reſuſe of mankind: 
The graces hold her train, which {weeps along 
O'er heav'n, and ſweeps to her own ſacred ſong, 
The ſong of wiſdom ; and from heav n her train 


Deſcends, and, from vile earth, {weeps all that's mean: 
So once wit's God, from high, pour d ſhafts beneath, 


And ev'ry feather d dart was winged death. 
As fair Narciſſus o'er. 4 fountain lean d, | 
T admire thoſe charms which coud'not be attain 4, | 
So, hanging o'er clear Churchill's flowing {train, 
I view that beauty I ſhall ne ex attain, | 
For ever I admire, but, ah! admire in vain: 
Yet I, the meaneſt of th inſpir d throng, 
Find genius flow, when freedom gives the ſong; 
'Tis liberty and love plant heav 'n on earth, 
When free to love where paſſion has it's birth; 
F 


1 Ta = 
1 oP yp Y 3 * 
„ Ws, 2 223 Fe = 


33O 


340 


When 


j eee 
kn 1 — 


_ 


—_— — 


——— 


* 
— 


* 
4 


: 
! 


Can boaſt of love, the heaven - born liberty; 


f 
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When ſouls mount up to heav 'n in mutual flame, 3 50 
And find it in their hearts, each heart the fame enn: 


Pure love and beauty are the ſacred fount, 

Which draws, by thirſt of knowledge, up Fame's mount; 
Thence flows the genius of the bard and ſage, 

To charm, as to enlighten; endleſs age: | 355 
Een I, when. Dyer darts her angelic fires, 

Write like an angel-—-th' angel who inf pires. N 

That ſolitary angel who's alone | 

In goodnels, and like God -an a one. 

The ſylvan-winged angels of the: grove tent gfe. 360 
For ever warble liberty and love; = J 0 
To us they're angels; for how ſeldom we 


How oft, in vain, my youthful heart has glow'd, 


T*enjoy dear beauty, ſolitude, and God. 3 0 
O wiſh of nature, and devotion's pray'r, EE 1 
In thole three graces centres all that's fair, of 
There heav'n is found on earth, if heav nly Dyer is there. | 
The mule ſoar'd high, and ſing'd her wings in heaven, 
Now to the lowelt depth of hell ſhe's driven; 


"Tis 


_—— x 
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L 23 ] 
'Tis B *, that miniſter of hell, the fiend, | 5 
By which a prince is from his people ſcreen d, SAT N | 
And, by an Indian ſkreen, from hell, the hotteſt Ind ; 
An Indian ſkreen, and of the darkeſt hue, 
Painted with crimes which Indians never knew ; 375 
There ſee a M* ſcalp'd, his reaſon bare, 
Expos'd to flattery s unwholeſome air; 
This Indian darkens the bright drawing - room, 
And throws on ſacred ſenſe the dulleſt gloom; 


A mourning fan before the face. of beauty, 380 


The {on of ſoot thus makes white ſattin ſooty. 

This ever climbs, although pull'd down by all, 

Vent ring his neck, to break it by a fall; 

The higher he mounts, the dirtier he appears, 

And looks as if to hell he went up ſtairs: 385 

This ſon of darkneſs, darker in his ſoul, 

Thinks himſelf fair, though ſtain d with all that's foul; 

Filth bluſhes at him; when Blacks darkeſt are, 

'Tis then they fancy they're moſt heav'nly fair. 

This chimney-{weeper as a ſnow- ball toſt 

Cold Charity, when lately reign'd the froſt, 

Thus, once the Devil play'd with the dove-like Holy Ghoſt. 
'Tis 
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'Tis pity a bright P“ once ador d, 
By the beſt people heav'n on earth cer pour d, 
Should forfeit, tho', I hope, without a ſtain, 
That ſacred love which ſhe can ne er regain ; 
That Paradiſe of kings, and to their coſt, 
They often find it Paradiſe but loſt. 
How can a Scot a beauteous ſoul bewitch ! 
"Tis ſtrange, as if an angel caught the itch, 
While Juſtice ſtrikes, ſoft pity drops a tear, 
For that all- charming ſex, as fair as dear: 
That beauteous ſex, that's beautiful alone; 
But more than beauteous, when on Virtue's Throne; 
Chaſt beauty is our only angel here, 
And ſeen as ſeldom in our earthly ſphere; 
She's the heart's angel, with love's heav'nly wings, 
Alone from her our thought of angels ſprings ; 
She's ſacred Royalty, without its guards, 
Except her graces, but without at cards; 
When, like, all-waſting, fell N * # * ge 
Who ruin deals around, with ruin's hand; 
Bright with all jewels but the brighteſt gem, 
Which goodneſs buys alone, the world's efteem ; 


395 


490 


405 


410 


Haughty, 
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Haughty, in mein, all ſpotted oer with pride, 


Which e'en her coronation robes can't hide: 
Her yery ermine ſhews the beaſt the more s 
Her game, devouring; ruin, all her roar 

A ſavage to the virtuous in diſtreſs, 

Which ſhe wou d ſooner murder than redreſs; 
Lis her own tygreſs, chain d within her court, 
Is tother beaſt, but of a fiercer ſort; 

Of real Virtue more appear the marks, 

In that uncommon Common beauty Sparks: 
Whoſe charms and hair entangle ev ry heart; 
By a hard world doom'd to an hated part: 

d ſooner take her to the nuptial bed, 
Than one whoſe ſoul is to curſt gaming Wed ; 
Fame, in a ruin'd charmer's breaſt, may wake, 
And to a Lucrece change a female rake 
What cannot Virtue ? but ſhe never yet, 

Of a wild gameſter made a proſelyte; 

That wonder Saviour Reaſon cant perform, 
In vain ſhe walks the waves, to calm the ſtorm; 
In vain” extends her hand, no time to think, 
Reaſon and Fortune there together ſink : 
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The ocean roars at A* *'s, there you ſee 
A drop of water ſink a family. 
The ladies have a tutor to teach play ; 
Gentlemen ſhould have one for the highway : 440 
Tho that's their nat'ral genius, when they've loft, 
Almoſt the only genius they can boaft; 
To rob is nobler than to filch at game, 
The latter merits a pick-pocket's name. 
O Game ! thou curs'd debauch'ry of the ſoul 4443. 
And ev'ry ſenſe, the ruin of the whole; 
The French diſeaſe of the fair ſex's mind, 
And of their body too, we often find, 
When real Honour pays falſe Honour's debts, 
And Love's entangled in Game's treach'rous nets.. 450 
Th' enamour'd youth, alas! his fate how hard, 
Who hopes to find a heart, and finds a card! 
'Tis like the compliments of Quality, 
We find a card. inſtead of ſome dear ſhe : 
How. many are the rivals of poor man, 455 


An ape, a dog, a ribbon, or a fan 


A black, a monkey, and a parrot, are 


The Indian Trinity of half the fair. 


94 
Now, from the fair, to all that's foul again, 


The chimney- ſweeper of our former ſtrain; 460 | 


On May-day, as the gloomy ſons of ſoot 

In paper crowns and mock-blue ribbons ſtrut, 

More innocent their pomp than that of kings, 

They wear the courtier's ribbons, not his ſtings ; 

(Wou'd the white hands of half the courtiers were 465 
As ſnowy, as the ſootieſt hand that's there) 

They, through the ſtreets, to clatt ring muſic romp, 


And ſhew pomp's mockery by mocking. pomp z | 

Thus our court chunney-{weeper wears a ſtar, 

Not all heaven's ſtars ean make his boſom fair; 470 
He wears the ſhining honour as twere ſtole; 

LH The Devil too has his ſtar, his flaming ſoul. 

Muſe, pull B * 's ribbon off, it is a blot, 

Thus peſtilence appears an azure ſpot; 
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Blue ribbons are heav'ns azure, when they veil. . 475 
A noble heart; when not, blue flames of hell: 


5. His prince may give him titles, but none can 


Give him the beſt, that of an Honeſt Man. 
This ſon of dirt, from dirt, like Venice, roſe ; 
Dirty, in all he ever did, or does. 
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To virtue dead, muſe, thus preach oer his urn, 
He came from dirt, to dirt he ſhall return; 
To dirt too he returns in ev'ry deed; 
At dirty work, no mole can him exceed. 
Fav'rites ha ve ſhort to live, or to deceive; 


No more he's ours, without a ſhort French lea ve; 


Nothing he brought, and nothing {ſhould take out, 


When he ſneaks off, to make all Europe's rout : 
What our Lord gave, our Lord ſhou'd take away ; 
Then bleſſed be our Lord, and bleſt that day. 


B * ſprings from dubious climes, from all ſprings evil; 
Tho' ſprung from heav'n, the Devil is ſtill the Devil: 


Thus ſurplicd as a dove, or gown'd a raven, 


Still W * *'s the ſame blackguard of bright heav'n. 


Old Homer's birth by many towns was claim'd, 

But who the Devil wou'd &er claim the damn'd ? 
Arm me with thunder, heav'n, and lightning oy, | 
To blaſt this plague that's rob'd in fatal blue; 

The monſter ſtalks, and ſtrides, from noref to GR, 
Op'ning as wide his all-devouring mouth 

With northern Famine; with a mouth as wide, 


Hisnorthern mother, md Jocaſta bride. 
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The ſpectre ſhakes, tho born midft Sabian ſnows, 
He, o'er the ſhade, his {potted mantle throws, 
Croſs d red and blue; one bleeding England paints, 505 
And tother flattry's air, which monarchs taints; 510 
That azure blaſt which a whole nation kills, 
And the croſs ſhews we're crucify'd with ills :. | 
The motley mantle ſpreads der all the land, WM: 
Spread by the moniſter's eurſt extenſive handz 50 | 
Een Famine ghaſtly ſmiles, her hopes revive, = 
Who would devour the very plague to lire: 
He ſpreads his arms, which reach from pole to pole, 
As if he would embrace, and cruſh the whole; 


He claſps his ſpouſe, and lifts his head ** 1 515 
High as Ambition's; or our ſtarry clime; Lwod ali 2 0 
His pois nous breath pollutes the throne * 

His fatal breath infects our very u- 
Tho his head ſtrikes the Rars, for love of pew's, o 414932 10 
He'll ſtoop, beyond Hell's centre, to devour. | - 5120 
Thus once the Devil, for dark damnation's ae, 
Firſt flew an angel, and dien Ineskid a ſnakes: 1111 1/7 


This ſpotted thing that {{ys; ſlaalks, ſneaks, and e 


Now ſweeps a plague; a leproſy next Wee? 
H 


L 
In floods of flame, ſweeps the whole earth of man 
Firſt ſprung from Hell, that's why its bowels hold -- | 
Such ſtores of ſulphur, Scotland's only gold ; td 


The itch (that, like its ſons, a num rous clan 3325 


—— 


For cure, the leprous Scotch ſhould there be crammd, 


And, out of heav'nly mercy, all be dann d. — 


But, to our lordly monſter, to return, 
As he may never, what glad hearts would burn, 
High as bright Freedom's flame, which makes Heav'n glow, 


High as his baſe ambitious ſoul is lo-! „ 


Coloſſus- like, the huge enormous fiend 
Beſtrides the ſea, and blaſts to fartheſt Ind ; 
Thetis he turns to peſtilential blue, 

No more the boaſts her heavnly azure hue; 


Our floating tow'rs he ſhipwrecks with a breath, 


His touch is ruin, and his breath is death; 159d laat 210 


It ſteals o'er Thetis ſons like midnight theft 
Himſelf ; the ſailor droops, of {trength bereft, 
Looſe from his feeble hand wide flys the cord, * 
No more obedient: to its former lord ;, ©. - _ | 

His cords of ſtrength, bis nerves, forſake him too, 
Fainting, he ſinks, in deaths own pallid hue; 
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In vain the waves by profprous-gales:areccathd;' 1:1 


A breath ſubdues the Victor of the world: 


That pois nous breath which oer a monarch ſtole, 


The breathing poiſon of his ear and ſoul 15G 0s 1 


The ſacred youth thouglit tas the breathing is 
So, oft, ſeems flatt'ry's breath to a/young king. 


Pandora's box, whence!eviry-evil-fell;i05 212 2 C3007 


Was the firſt courtier s mouth, or mouiti of Hell: 


1 * 


When our court · plague firſt open d his; the court 
Was ſei z d wich vapours of a fatal ſort z 7 £11 

Backwards the maids of honoar, o of n Y 
Fell, as when firſt their honour was undoneñ 
True honour and the honour of the Great, 

Are diff rent, as true ſilyer and: French plate. 11 
The gay court painted flowers fell: down in heaps, 

The courtly rouge foxſook their cheeks and lips; 


Like a court friend, forſook them when diſtreſs d; 


The French fop fled; in pink and fil rer dreſi d; 
Een plaiſter d B * * *, for once, turn d pale, 
And found her colour - ſuap o beauty Gila... 1 | 
Plaiſter of Paris all mcher may view., 
Plaiſter of Paris, of a roſy hue. 
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C * ©, the maid.of honour; nuf s mad. 
For the firſt time, updn her back was laifl; 
C, the moddrn Luerece, wife to one, 
W * to another, ſtabbd by Dukes alone. 
V * fainted; all the Graces with her faint, 
The Virtues weep ·· for Goodneſs {ins a Saint. 
The ſmooth obedient courtiers downward fell, 


Corrupted by that breath which, toſe from Hell, 


Which poiſons all but ſomè in Virtue's league, 


With ſtedfaſt Wilkes, whoſe ſoul defies the Plague. 


Such as our William now the Conqueror 

Of ev'ry heart, and ach curſt Scot in pow r; 

As on his ſtream at Windſot he delights, 

8 he againſt the. ſtraqm of eouttiers fights ; 
Againſt a tide of villains ſtrongly rows, 

His foreſt bows, and worthips, as he goes; 
His ſcream but imitates:hiwflow-of ul,. 


Which generoufly flows, to bleſs the: Whole: 


As the pale lilly lives by ſtreams, ſo he 
Gives blooming health ts pallid-Poverey. /- 

Mule, mention Devonſhire, above all tame 
4 But, what he bluſhes at, Immortal Famer: 
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Temple, whoſe ſoul adds ſweetneſs to his Stowe, 
And makes it, with unuſual fragrance, blow; 

0 Full harmony of ſoul, in Stowe's ſweet walks, 
Drowns een the nightingale, when Temple talks: 
So Plato rov'd, and made the grove: divine, | 595 
With heav'nly genius, Temple, ſuch as thine: -. -. 
All-noble Rockingham (O let me ſpeak, 

3 Elte my full heart, with gratitude will breækʒ 

| All- noble Rockingham, whoſe: heart is Heavn, ; ci 
The Poor's In charity, they find ĩt giv n; id 128 
He ſtarts for Virtue, and leaves, far behind, d OH 
The diſtanc'd goodneſs of half human kind. 


0 Grafton, whoſe ſoul no fortune can command. | 
Mad $414 35. 43d; aft | 
And puts een Nature's bounty te u ftandz-' + Ge 0s | 


Whoſe heart and hand We eee, E ⁰ο 4179 gk 
As B *'s curſt hand is to receive, or th: | £ 84894 o 
He could not long of Treat rer keep ere. 
5 The Treas'ry; ſoon, its very name had loſt. 42 20 


As the curſt Plague in various ſpots appears,” {162020 od 
So B, a ſpotted fpaniel, thakes/His ears; gb. "ils 207413194G Ogle 


Ne ſneaks a ſpaniel, in each ſpaniel aft: % 903 03 00 
: And, fawning, licks himſelf into the heart; 
af I _ Familiar, 
le, 
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Familiar, leaps upon his Maſter's breaſt, 

As dogs will do, when they re too much careſs d; 
Then vainly boaſts he is of Charles's breed, | 615 
80 too are dogs, — he's a {ad dog, indeed! 

Chang d, a long caterpillar now he crawls, 

And leaves his ſlime upon the royal walls ; 

Then creeps, a vile cameleon, on the green, 

As once at Court, the meaneſt mongſt the mean; 6 20 
Aſſumes all colours; but not one ſo dark, 

As that which ſtains his foul, Hell's horrid mark: 

In meanneſs, peeps a mouſe, or dives a mole, 

Into the dirty darkneſs of his foul ; 

There, digging deep, he breaks into the light, 625 
The light of Hell, and ſhudders at the fight. 

Thus our Court-Proteus varies ev'ry ſhape, 

Now leaps a tyger, and now grins an ape, 

Oerjoy'd, as thieves repriev'd, in any ſhape t eſcape. 

Curſt be the moment when the wretch was born, 630 
Who ſcorns all merit, and is merit's ſcorn ; 

Who overturns th' Almighty's plan on earth, 


And, to the worthleſs, gives a nation's worth ; 


Who 
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Who ſcalps the bleeding hero of the war, 
And ſtrips him naked; Monckton ſhews his ſcar : 
Bluſh villain, if a villain ever bluſh'd, 
View whence the blood, to ſave ite country, ruſh'd, 
So eager, that it almoſt out-fled life, 
To ſave that matron, in the martial ſtrife ; 
Monckton, who, by a miracle, ſurvives ; 
Whoſe ſoul, thro Greatneſs, ſpite of Nature, lives. 
How could ſt thou dare t' impoveriſh that rich flood, 
Which nobly flow'd, for dearer England's good t 
How dare to drain New York of profit dry, 
And rob a hero, thro' CEconomy ? 
Thus Julius, crown'd with laurel, was ſtruck dead; 
Not Brutus, but, O B *, ſhould now be ſaid. 
'Tis baſe ingratitude to rob the Brave, | 
Since, to their valour, we owe all we have, 
Or all we had, the Muſe ſhould rather ſay; 
For, by our gen'rous Peace, all's givin away. 
B * Monckton robb d, becauſe by Pitt approv'd ; 
Tis dang'rous, e en by Heav'n, to be belov'd. 
Wretch ! of bright Honour if you have one ſpark; 
Fight Pitt, but ſtab not heroes in the dark. 
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Of black Revenge thou art the 8. d- mite, 
Thou ſtabb'ſt behind, afraid to face, and fight; 
Baſe Paris wounded thus Achilles' heel, 
The Grecian Monckton of the Grecian weal, 
While terror ſtruck one more, than tother fatal ſteel. 
The Muſe is ſtruck with Fame's immortal ray, 
O! come, my genius, Monckton lead the way; 
Fame's ſteep aſcent, to thee, is ſmooth and even, 
As, to an angel's ſteps, the plains of Heaven. 
You know the way to Fame you mark'd with blood; 
You know the way to Heav'n =- tis doing good: 
Not pious, impious goodneſs, without ſoul, 
But that, like Genius, which knows no controul, 
Embracing, and embrac'd; by the admiring Whole. 


dcarce more Love's flame, the bluſh of beauteous Dyer, 


Inſpires me, than thy beauteous martial fire: 
Permit the Muſe the honour to declare 

That ſhe was bred with thee, thou Son of War; 

In youthful days, with thee ſhe us d to rove, 

By Science guided, in fair Learning's grove, 

Bright with thy conqu'ring Genius, which excell d, 
As, with thy radiant glory, is the field, 

Victorious both alike; alike not born to yield. 
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The Muſe perceiv'd not, in thoſe days of Truth, 
The future hero in the learned youth. 
Thus, too, the regal virgins could not gueſs 
Who was Achilles, in a female dreſs. 
Thou youthſul hero, yet grown old in arms, 
Whom danger wakes to fame, but not alarms ; 
The whiſtling ball which ſtruck thy ſtedfaſt frame, 
Struck not thy ſoul, but mark'd immortal fame: 
Thy modeſt hand the bleeding wound conceal'd, 
Which bleeds, thro' age, to lateſt time reveal'd; 
Should too the Muſe her wings to age extend, 
This be her fame; that Monckton was her friend ; 
Me life, the Muſe immortal lite, he gave, 
He bade both live, and grief roſe from the grave; 
May too this verſe of gratitude flow down, 
To endleſs ages, long as time is known, 
Stamp'd on white Virtue's alabaſter breaſt, not ſtone. 
Great without pomp, as often lov'd as view'd, 
Unconquer'd, only by himſelf ſubdu d; 
Politely plain, and nobler than his birth, 
Greater than grandeur, dignify'd by worth; 
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Jn worth, as arms, unconquer'd, and to none 
Owing his greatneſs, but himſelf alone 
And God, the object of his fame and ſoul, 
Which nothing elſe can daunt, or can controut : 
Great in humanity as in the field, 
By enemies below d when forc'd to yield. 
Of ſoul ſublime, yet ſtooping to diſtreſe, 
Thus ſoars an Angel, and thus ſtoops to bleſs. 


Such is a Monckton, whom the hoſtile plain 


Beſt paints, in crimſon mountains of the ſlain; 


Or his own ſoul, which ſtrikes with martial awe: 
Thus only Raphael could a Raphael draw. 

Bur why ſhould Elegy forſake her urn, 
And cypreſs wreath for Satire's crown of thorn ; 
Once Lewis, in the chace, to find relief, 
Flew oer the plains, to fly away from grief; 
Why ſhould not then the Muſe of mournful train, 
Hunt down a ſavage, to divert her pain ? 
Her pain for Hogarth's death, which draws the tear 
Een from court crocodiles, for once, ſincere ; 
Ons of whoſe lying ſmiles of fatal power, 


Con more than all Nile's crocodiles devour; 
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Relate, 
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Relate, O Muſe, if grief permits ther breath, 

The cauſe of the immortal Hovarth's death: 

As he and Churchill journey d on to fame, 

Thro' rugged Satire, Satire both their aim, 

Unlucky Churchill's more unlucky Horſe, | 

With his daſh'd hoof, ſtretch d Hogatth out a coarſe ; 
It levell'd at his heart, but there, alas! 

Was none; the horſe there prov d hithfelf an als; 


The blow glanc'd upwards, and ſtruck Hogatth's took, „ 


Which, like an old crack d ceiling, was not IP 
His ſoul indigrtarit rufh'd itt froth and foart, 

Wond' ring who knock'd, when no one was at — 
A leaden white, mix d With a crimſort ſtain; | 
Diſplay'd the ill-mix'd colours of his brain; 

The Line of Beauty there no foul could find, 

(The Line of Beauty is à but mind) 

Envy turn'd paler at her Hogarth's death; 

And fear d. in him, ſhe: ſhould reſign her breath; 
Infamy mourns, o er earth her vaſt train ſweeps, 
Rack d Rancour drinks ket poiĩſori; Malice weeps, 
Like ladies weeps, becauſe her Monkeys loſt; 

No more her Monkey Genius ſhe ſhall: boaſt. 
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Black H ** fled to France, to find xelief;p 5 
At once to dance away his guilt and grief. | 5 74⁰ 
Like the Greek ſlaves, amidſt our griefs, we dance, | 
And dance away, to France, the ſlaves of France. 

Since, by the glorious Peace, to F rance we're ſold, 

Tis fit true ſubjects ſhould their king behold, 

And duteous, to him bear their laſt expiring gold. 
Foul E * r, tho, ſeeks fair Italy, 3 

His native country there he longs to ſee; 

There, born are all his wiſhes and deſires, | 

Our country's that which the ſoul molt admires ; 


His trav'lling turns all knowledge to a farce, 750 


For all HIS knowledge only is my a-; 


Er, Italian faint. 


Dear. lady | | 
Or ſinner, goes for paintings or for paint, | 
No matter where he goes, in ev'ry. place, 
Wrong 'd Beauty's ghoſt will ſtare him in the face 1 753 
The Mule too travels; fond to go aſtray, 
She can t reſiſt it, when fools croſs her way; 
She picks them up as Virgil, when a ſwain, 
Pick d up his ſheep, to drive them o'er the plain; 
Virgil, apt ſimile to ſuit the Mule's ſtrain. 

Fools 


E 1 


Fools are the Muſe's ſimple ſheep alone, 
And mark'd, with ſtain immortal, for her own. 

Bu r to our Hogarth; Sigiſmund ſhould mourn 
Oer him, and he o'er her, a juſt return; 
Thoſe beauties which from heav'n great Dryden ſnatch'd, 76 5 
Which Hogarth could not paint, and therefore ſcratch'd; 
As if to Beauty's ſelf a ſpite he bore, 3 20 
And, with ſharp Envy's phangs, her graces tore; 
Thus, when ſome faultleſs nymph, except in life, 43 
Trips Drury's walks, ariſes ſudden fitiſe; 770 
The hags of Envy mangle ev'ry charm, 2 
And Beauty's face, of what they want, diſarm, 
Sigilmund mourns not o'er her lover's heart, 


But oer her own, ſtabb'd in the nobleſt part, 


Her ſacred fame; tis wounding een the dead, 775 
Hogarth has murder d her who gave him bredd 
Starv'd her to death with colours weak and faintt . 


Depriv d of life, the life that's giv'n by paint. 
But peace to Hogarth's aſhes, o'er whoſe urn 
His Sigiſmunda ſhould'to aſhes turn 980 
A ſacrifice to all the Graces due. sn 
For they were ſacrificd when her he dre. 
Weir L | Correggio's 
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Correggio's Sigiſmund how greatly fine, 


The ſtrongeſt, tendereſt, grief in evry line 
Diſtracting beautiſul in all that charms, oo 
In all that moves the heart, or that alarms: | 


Leaning on marble, marble ſhe appears, 


Pale, cold, and motionleſs, except her tears; 

Her heart drops in them, on her dearer heart, 11 
The very tears ſeem from the piece to ſtart; 1 - 790 
Mutely ſhe mourns, o'er all her bleeding wrongs, 

Beyond th' expreſſion of ten thouſand: ropgues ; 

Her tears to weeping marble change her breaſf, 

Whoſe motion ſhews the heart that knows no reſt: 

TH uplifted marble heaves with ſtruggling grief, | 785 
Buried alive, but dead to all relief. 

Fis not her heart, that, which her 3 wears, 

But that before her, bath'd with endleſs tears. 

Could the wrong'd fair have {een the pictur d ſhade, 

The force of painted grief had ſtruck her dead; 2890 
And, to view e ou a wre, 
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Correggio's piece Wy D 8 had = 
Except Pope's Eloiſa, both in one, 


Some 


L 43 ] 
Some thought great Hogarth-1 mounted.tq the ſkies, 
To paint, in Light's own colours, for Heay' ns. prize; 
There Light performs a heaunly Raphael's part, 
Mixing its colours with celeſtial arte; 
There Light the Raphael plays, bur, not: the fool, - 
Or Hogarth, mixing colours without rule; 


1 . 
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Heav'n, if he's with, you, tiemble, to your, chrone, .. 
He'd make a Devil of Cod, for half a co]; 
A God, too, of the Devil; for inſtance.——, 8 
His deeds, accurſt, prove it, beyond, diſpytez . - 

Who damns a nation, is the lire of, evil, 

But Hogarth thought gold good, tho from the Devil: 
Tremble, ye angels, he he Il foil all our! Glks, 


Of vhiteſt Virtue: iqpeſs injur d Wilkes; 
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Becauſe he could not ſtain his beayteous foul, 
Meanly, a blemiſh'd feature from him ſtole; 
Skulking, he ſtole it, while the Patriot: . 
All Nature's Patriot, for one. nations b. 
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How had an. manglegh crngked, — Pope! 1 - 


He thought not Pope ſtill breath d in. Churchill's breath, 
To Write him dead, and damn him after death. 
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Deform d 
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Deform'd was charming Pope; Wilkes has his ben m. 
That heav'nly Genius n may but human ſeem. 

The grinning Furies, when of late they ſaw 

A human Monkey heav nlyGenius draw, 

Admir'd Hell's malice, ih an earthly ſhape, 

And ſhew'd a Hogarth as we ſhew an ape. 

Some thought the monkey elbe the lunar chere, 
Since all, once mad on earth, are treaſur d there; 
Were he admitted to that ſilver ky, 

His dog, alone, ſhould bear kim company - 

Were his dark ſoul to nc bright ee 8 orb, 
Eclipſe, eternal, would her light abſord; 

But, truſt the Muſe, ſhe ſaw him downward phinge, 
Headlong to Hell, with pallet arm'd and ſpunge; 
There draws in charcoal, as before he drew,” 20 
There darkens, ſtill, the Virtue he neer knew. 
Hogarth had rov'd, Had he reach d a _— 
Like Virgil's Daphnis: f in tlie rhilky Way,” 


To bleach his hell-born foul in Heav'ns' pure kia yy" 


The milky way of {uckling Kings and fools, 
And aſe-like miniſters, 1 in 'malice; mules : 


3 


830 


inner. 


[ 45] 
Kings, after death, there ſuck the breaſt of Heaven, 


Alas! too late, in vain then Wiſdom's givenz - „ f 
Poland, deluded by his Bruhl, there finds & 250 þ 


Too late, the wiſdom which ſhould wait N — 
A royal Baby, wrapt in Flatt'rys fil, | 
Jo him the Milky Way is ies milk, br | 

There brains of ideot Kings for 6nce, have powr, 

And turn Heav'ns milk to aſſes rhitk thats ſour; 853 

Which wicked Fav rites are compell d to drink, 01 Aid | 

And, from keen knaves, N Pi 50 0: 9990 2 

'Tis juſt, ſince they made acted coyalry +! 10 10 of F 

Drink a King's aſſes milk, ſmobth 3 a-. To 

The regal innocenbs fit on their lap, in 190. e 
) And ſuck, at ſecondhand; a Thy paß; 0 Dh | 
| Lull'd dead aſleep, with ſtupid ſongs of praiſe, 
kt: filver cradles, made of argent rays z: 
The hand of Flatt'ry rocks them too and fro, 
A dead repoſe is all of Heav'n they Knœ ; e 2865 
As heav'nly life were a dead ſleep alon ; 
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: And the Almighty nodded” on his threne. 
10 Ye royal ſlumb'rers, for your ſubjects ſake, 
A Wit all its eyes, as Heav'n wakes, you ſhould wake; 
| * M When 


1 ] 

When that pale Beauty's dim, the Milky Way: 890 
Some Fav'rite's ſoul O erclouds her midnight da: 
In her, are ſeen the brains of blocheads here 
Since, here not uſmg them; they leave them three 
Thence flow the Laureat's ſtrains oflaſſas milka 
With Genius, hard and ſoft; a ball of ſilixnk 1 
1 brain, of aſſes milk the cream, 44.2) lo ettind 21011 
As thick as ſour, all pride audſelſieſteem m 
Too thick for all the pow r Of artful Wit to ſkim. 

There, in ic d cream af aſſes milk, are ſ een 
The brains of booby B--th--y, hard and mean. 380 
There Be-rt--s brains, a froth'd whipt ſillabub, | 
A Gen'ral, Lord! and Fool, aye, there's, the rubbw&ttiwTi&. 


Ea 


And, to conclude, in a whipt cream, repoſe #96} <6 Sil bez 
The frothy brains of all our modern beaux. 5 I 1 

Lo! the Moon riſes, full of E- **, ! 1175 40 vlg 
Big with a fool, and dull on his account; Rant od 


In clouded majeſty ſhe ſhines, like him, 
80 clouded Majeſty he made more dihj ) 
He ſtrikes with dullneſs ex ty ſtar at nc. 

And makes it own itſelf Heay'n's/ſacred dunce; © 890 
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L * 1 
Een the full moon looks fuller: with his face, 
And big with fool, turns pale at the diſgrace; 
D * be not, more than Nature made thee; dull, 


Monthly, thou'lt view thy full fool in his Full; 


On the dull court, he'll ſhed dull influence, 
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And ſhow'r down, what it wants not, want of ſenſe; ;| // 


Then, once, a villain to a fool ſhall turn, 
And B“ his want of underſtanding mourn; 
Altho' a villain is a fool, at beſt, 

For Wiſdomꝭs pillow. is a ſpotleſs breaſt, | 4 


The pillow where, alone, the tender heart can reſt; 


*Tis there Peace finds the Comforter alone, 
Lies on its dove-like breaſt, and finds its own: . - 


Virtue, immortal youth, there finds Heav'n, giv'n, _ 


'Tis ſlumb'ring on the breaſt-of am'rous Heav'n : | 


Not Beauty's boſom charms with ſuch delight, 
As our own boſom, when with Virtue white. 
Pomp's eunning cannot ſteal us from ourſelves, 
Nature forbids ; thoughts are our fairy elves 
That pinch us for the evil we have done; 
Know it we muſt, tho 'tis by earth unknown. 
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| Ly. 
Pomp cannot beautify what ftams the heart. 


Then Pomp's ſtate-coach. moves flow a Tyburn cart; 
Though plac'd with Kings, no King can conquer Fear, 


In him Guilt dreads its executioner. Huy 
E * like the dog · ſtar, proper nam, > oc 0 
With future madneſs ſhall the Court inflame, 

And by a miracle, ne er happen d yet. L 
Shall make thoſe loſe their wits, who Have no wit: 
He's juſtly lodg'd in Cynthia's filver Tower, tt 920 


Since Wilkes in ours he lodg d, by ruffian power; 

Dark with a dunce, Heav'n's tower is chang d to ours, 
But Wilkes chang'd ours to Heaven's, by his _ powers; 
Light cannot be confm d; he ſoon broke forth; | 
In all the blaze of honour and of worth; 92 - 
Bo T to paleCynthia's vaſt inhabitants, 

Pregnant with fooks, fools are her Turkiſh faints; - - 

The ſhades of thoſe who were but ſhades before, 

Beaux and pert Lordlings tread the filver ſliore; 


There, in a lady's pin, with-diamond head; 930 
One ſpark of wit, hops pert Lord Fanny s ſhade. q 
When ſilver- tiſſu d Cynthia's in her full, Sr on 21 vocal 


Broad B---h--ps preach, or N-rt-n roars a bull, 


Deliver'd 
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[49] 
Deliver'd by his tongue, ſhe is feliev d, 
By his conception, which can't be conceiv'd, 
Hark! the deep ſolemn bell, flow pauſing, tolls, 
As pauſing with deep thought for parting ſouls, 
Or thoſe who never had, departing Lords, or Fools, 
Lo! the proud Scot the dark proceſſion leads, 
And adds a darkneſs, &en to mourning weeds z 
The ſadle courtiers hang their heavy head, 
Pendant with weight of ſorrow, or of lead; 
Each bends his head, like an o'er-hanging rock, 
Mournful, they move together, block by block; 
Churchill at laſt appears, to grace the hearſe, 
In all the Pomp of poetry and verſe; 
Aſhes to aſhes, duſt to duſt is ſaad, 
While dirt is thrown upon the dirtier dead. 
As on white marble, blackeſt lyes appear, 
Which make pale marble paler ſeem with fear, 
Muſe imitate that modern ſacred ſtyle, 
So full of praiſe, ſo full of lyes, the while; 
Muſe ſcruple not a lye, all Hell forbid, 
To jcruple one for Hogarth, who neer did; 
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How 
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How ready, with the darkeſt lye, to ſtain, | 955 


White Virtue, ſpotleſs Honour, and their train. 
Here reſts the greateſt painter ever was, 
Whoſe beauteous life his beauteous picture draws 
Sublime in ſoul, as painting; and beyond 
All vain deſcription, but his Sigilmund ; 960 
Above all courtly bribe, or pention'd place, 
A friend to Wilkes, in Honour's bright diſgrace : 
The tints of Titian, Raphael's juſt deſign, 
Paulo's free ſtroke, as free as Churchill's line, 
In him all center'd; but to Churchill's pen, 965 
I leave the painting of this Firſt of Men; 
Yet ſtop ; the back part of the marble view, 
The marble of white Truth, which lye ne'er knew: 
Here reſts the dirtieſt dauber ever ſmear d, 
V hole dirty colours, in his life, appear'd; 970 
As low in ſoul, as painting, and beneath 
All Satire, and too vile Heav'ns air to breathe ; 
All brib'ry and corruption in his heart, 
A foe to Wilkes, to Honour, and Deſert; 
Not Raphael's juſt deſign, or Titian's tints, | 975 
Can paint the wretch as Churchill's ſtroke imprints; 
Were 
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Were Elegy her mourning pall to ſpread, 


Equally brave, Bobadil and Parolles. 
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Oer all the living, that are damn'd and dead; a 5 

In ev'ry ſtreet, throng d fun rals would appear, | 

And half the world for t other mourning wear; 980 
Damn d miniſters, damn d poets, and damn d plays, 

Which, as a puppy ſees, but live nine days. 

Damn d B“ ſhould itch for death, and ſcratch his grave, 

The only refuge he deſerves to have; 

Damnation, like a poet, he ſurvives, 985 
And, ſpite of a whole nation's curſes, lives: 


Mourn d by his captains, F- rb--s and I- nſ-n, ſouls 


My injur d King and country call me forth; 
Face me, thou pale, cold coward of the North. 990 
Alas! he dares not face himſelf --- his heart --- 


1 


To challenge cowards, tis a coward's part; 


The bad are always cowards: let him die, 
And dark oblivion ſhade his infamy. 
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